APPENDIX B

THE POET AND THE MIRROR

(From Selected Poms by Sachevereli SitwdL Gerald Duckworth & Co., 1948)
BY SAGHEVERELL SITWELL

OOMETHING of a soldier is each poet;
At least both share like triumph in their dreams.
Though poetry comes quicker than a plan of battle,
And it blows through shriller trumpets for attack.
After the sharp rivers that run down like swords,
The hills, and the baffling clouds men hide behind,
Victory, when it comes at last,
Through the veins of these two races runs the same,
They are lifted and stand still like eagles in the wind;
For both there should be halls made ready for their feasting
Filled with the false sunlight that burns pale by morning
And loud with music, though the throbbing music dies,
And nothing now is left of it,
For the poet, like music and the lights, dies back again*
How can the poet live and feast through time ?
For only the soldier gets the spoil to take away.
Poor are all poets born beneath the starred shade,
They must live and while their days last
The showering gold may comfort them,
Sun by day and moon by night
Their purse and bread,
While grass grows to sleep on and the leaves will give them shade:
They may stand long in the cold snow with stars for crumbs.
Rain will give them water, and the light from houses warm them
As they stand outside.
Cold does the wind blow, neck deep do they wade in it,
While the pavers stretch their icy plain beneath the feet
This is his campaigning and its flags wave on the chilled air,
That air through which his words go, from which his words art
made,
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